THE MOVEMENT IN  THE  SOUTH
going on in the south of Spam, and so I asked for passes
which would enable me to go to Seville and see General
Queipo de Llano in command there.
General Mola immediately acceded to my request, and
it was with a special pass from him that I started on m7
eight-hundred-mile dash south. It was necessary to travel
by way of Lisbon, as Red forces still held Merida and
Badajoz—they were to be driven out a few days later,
and I was lucky enough to be back in time to see the
fighting which thus linked up the southern and northern
Patriot armies. The first few days of August 1936 were
phenomenally hot, and my journey was extremely tiring.
I had started from Salamanca about nine in the morning,
and when I got to Ciudad Rodrigo and the frontier I
realised that there had been little improvement since the
days of Wellington in the roads from the Portuguese
frontier to the Atlantic coast. In parts they were hardly
better than cart tracks, and it was often impossible to go
faster than fifteen miles an hour, and that at the cost of
terrible bumping. After Coimbra the road got much
better and became a good motor road. It was cooler at
nightfall and, though it was getting very late and we had
covered a considerable distance, with the agreement of
Antoine, I determined to make Lisbon before stopping
for the night.
It was a picturesque moonlit night, and the road which
took us through the famous lines of Torres Vedras had
just sufficient twists and climbs not to be monotonous
There were, outside the villages, girls dancing by the road-
side. They danced alone, tall and graceful in their long
clinging frocks and their gay-coloured head scarves.
Straight-backed and lissom, carrying their heads like
princesses, it was a fairy scene. All we could guess of
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